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" And you, Jimmy ? " She felt and looked
as though she could not cut the apple tart if
anyone denied her.

"You darling/' said Miss Considine, and
at the touch of her own words something hard
and bitter and resentful melted in her heart
and dissolved away.

" And you, Bett ? "

" Under which king, Bezonian, speak or
die ? " said Boston. He saw Felicia's hand in
the air, gripping the knife. He would never,
never forget it.

Bettington pushed his chair aside, stood up
and raised his tankard of beer.

" To your two Majesties ! " he said. " Long
life to them t "

" Don't be silly, Bett," said Felicia, and
plunged her knife into the pie. She felt she
was colouring absurdly.

*' Felicia/' said Bettington softly. " I
wasn't clowning then, really not/'

She coloured still more, then stretched out
her hand to him. " I know you weren't/' she
whispered, and pressed his hand with all her
might. Those clumsy finger-bones, how well
she knew them! A pang shot through her
heart, an extreme of intermingled pain and
joy. She would be crying next.